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A ( Certain Ignorance Assumprl)

AS DIRECTOR of the Cen.
tral Intelligence Agency, Allan -
Dulles naturally knows all.
But this omniscience appaxent-
Iy’ has not
rubbed  off on
Mrs. Dulles.

The wife of
our {op secret
agent 'was
among thos_e
present -at . a
high-toned
dinner in tke 8
Sulgrave
Club the other
cvening., The
guests were - Dixon
asslgnea to tables at which
there were place-cards.

The life’s companion of

Uncle Sam’s No. 1 private eye -
found herself-at the same ta-

ble with’ Mary Mundt, charm-
ing wife of Sen. Karl E.
Mundt of South Dakota; Sern.
George W. Malohe of Nevada,

and Sen.  John M. Butler of

Mary]and—so you cah see.it
was no free feed at the gos:
pel mission.

When all were seated, Mrs.
Dulles was seized with an un-
wanted attack of bonhommie.
“Now,; she cried, chummily,
#Let's get acquamted"’

Mrs, Mundt looked askance

because the had met Mrs..

Dulles at courtless Capifal
functions, including White

House and other official state .

dinners.aMoreover, Mrs.
Mundt’'s hushand:is a mem-

hei of the Benate Appropeia--

tions Committee. without
which Dulles’ outfit. couldn’t
afford a cloak. or even a dag-
ger, Bui the Senator's lady
managed to contain herself., .

-izingly.
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TO GAIN TIME in whlch
to get over the temporary an-"
noyaiice, Mrs. Mundt opened a
gonversation with Senator Ma-
lone. But Mrs. Dulles was de-
termined to be democratic,
She chirruped gaily: “Let's
look at each other’s place-

cardd!”—and picked 'up -the

card of the grande dame from
South Dakota.

“Mrs. Mundt—" Mme. Dulle
read slowly. “Where are yo
from, Mrs. Mungt — New.
York?”

The senior Senator’s help-

-~ mate took.a new grip on her-
self, “No,” she replied, “I am
cfrom Seuth Dakota but I

spend considerable of my time
in Washington.”

““Indeed? Is your husband
connected with .the Govern-
ment?”

Mrs. Mundt frowned. Out of

the corner of her mouth she

whispered to one of the men
at the table:.“Shall I let her
get away with this?” The lat-
ter? an uncharitable fellow,
whlspered “No!” OQut- loud,
Mrs, Mundt 1ephed that her
husband was”in the Govern-
nent—“in a way.”

The mock humility missed.

Jits target completely. “That’s

niee,” Mrs, Dulles said patron-
“Have you been' in—
Washington long?” ;

Mrs. Mundt’s illustrious
spouse served five consecutive
terms in the House. He is now -
on his second term in the Sen-
ate, ‘and his face —usually
with a ipe or cigar in it—
is familiar %o . millions frant
the -televised Army-McCarthy
hearings. .

But all Mrs. Mundt replied
was: “Fifteen years.” Then
she coynted 20 and asked:
“Is your husband with the
. Goveérnment, Mrs, — er .—
- Dulleg?” |

T WAS NOW the turn of the
chief intelligenter’s mission to
frown. “Why yes,” she replied
superwrly “he is dlrector of
the CIA”

““What does that stand for"
I just can’t keep track of all
these alphabetical agencies.”
+ By this time, ocfupants of
adjacent tables, at which were
Viee Président Richard M.
Nixon; Senate Minority Lead-
er William ‘Knowland, and
Teddy Roosevelt's daughtel,
“Prifitess Alice” Longworth
were beginning to -dart qulz-
zical sidewa¥ glances ;

In a ‘ehbdking voiece, Mrs.

Dulles explained what “CIA*
stood for. Mrs. Mundt assumed
her most innocent expression
and went on: “Ygur name is-
familiar, Mrs. Dufles. Are you
related in any way to Secre-
tary of Stale John Foster
Dulles?” |

“He’s my ‘husband’s broth-
er!” rasped Mrs. Dulles.

With an” expression of in-
effable sweetness, Mrs. Mundt
then delivered the coup -de
grace. .She swept her other
‘table companions with a look
of guilelessness that tore them

apart, and’ remarked to the-
well - night apoplgctic "Mrs.

ulles:

“My! Isn’t it wonderful that
two brothers should both have
sueh high positions in the Gov-
ernment!”

(Copyris‘ht 1935, sz Peatures
ridicate, Itdc.
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